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first-class importance for the undergraduate world,
and the Union Hall had been borrowed for the
occasion. He was dined by the committee of the
Club before his address and we sat at a U-shaped
table regarding with reverence this venerable figure,
who had been "Prime Minister of England in the
hour of its greatest crisis". His eyes were sparkling
with life, his snow-white hair softened the expression
on his face. All through the dinner we looked at
him in silent admiration. As soon as coffee was
over, the President rose and we made way for
,our distinguished visitor on his way to the Union
Hall. He led the way and the President followed,
while we had our backs uncomfortably stuck to the
wall to give him room to pass. Slowly he walked
past us, looking into the face of each of us. We had
unconsciously formed a guard of honour. I watched
him coming down the line. He stopped in front of
me and said :
" How is India ? "
I do not remember what I said in reply, and what
I said could not have been very coherent, for I was
taken aback. Maybe if I got that chance again I
should reply : " Bloody awful, thank you/' and wait
to see what he would say next. I feel sure that if
this had come to my mind then I would not have
hesitated to say it. But would 1 have said that in
India ? Would any respectable young man from a
decent family ? Of course not. The right answer